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CHARACTERS AND COSTUMES 


JANET DootitTTte, an attractive young woman in her 
early twenties. Janet is small, dainty and pretty. She 
wears neat “knickers,” a soft colored blouse, has bobbed 
hair. She has good-looking stockings and proper shoes, 
preferably tan pumps. Her clothes are of excellent ma- 
terial. Janet is of the same type as Blannie in “Fair 
and Warmer” and, when her guests arrive, makes an 
earnest effort to future her husand’s interests without 
realizing that, as a matter of fact, she is hampering 
them. Janet has been married a year or so. 


WILHELMINA, a Swede servant girl. She should be 
a blonde, larger than Janet, slow-moving and stoical ex- 
cept where otherwise indicated in the script. Wilhel- 
mina’s mind moves even slower than her body. She 
wears a loose, ill-fitting house dress that reaches to her 
ankles and is caught at the waist by a bright sash. She 
boasts white cotton stockings, black shoes and is pigeon- 
toed. A startling crimson bow perches on the top of 
her hair. Her sleeves are always rolled up above her 
elbows. 


James Dootirttte, a likeable young husband, the aver- 
age type that one meets in the suburbs. Jim wears an 
ordinary business suit, smart shoes, black socks. Jim 
is a foil for the other characters, and rarely remains 
at ease. He is anxious, alert, active. 


Joan Lewis, younger, by a year perhaps, than Janet. 
A New York girl. Taller than Janet and with different 
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coloring in order to get a contrast. She wears a smart 
tailored suit, trim hat and neat stockings and pumps, 
the costume of the tasteful “city” woman. She also 
wears an attractive spring wrap of cloth. Janet is an 
emotional soul and in that mental state that grips the 
average young girl who looks upon matrimony as “The 
Great Adventure.” 


Ropert Harper, a breezy, confident young New 
Yorker, perhaps twenty-five, who is sure of himself 
and at home in a moment. He has a habit of “hand 
washing” to show his approval, is effusive but not 
objectionable. He wears the latest straw hat, a smart, 
dark-colored business suit, and dark shoes. His posi- 
tiveness and appreciation of his own values is in con- 
trast to the nervousness of Jim. 


SYLVESTER STICKNEY. Sylvester is a vacuum cleaner 
salesman. He has the inevitable cheery smile, certainty 
and insistense of the type. He speaks rapidly, is con- 
stantly on the move and looks upon the rest of the world 
as a mob waiting for him to bring the Great Message 
and cheer up their lives. Sylvester is an extremest in 
clothes. He wears the exaggerated straw hat, a flashy 
vest, clothes in the extreme style, rather flashy, and a 
pair of yellow shoes that scream to the high heavens. 
He carries no cleaner with him but, as indicated in the 
business in the script, imitates the effect, noise and 
working of the apparatus. The person playing this part 
should burlesque it slightly. 


Ancora Ettis, an old maid. About thirty-five. 
Sweetly acrimonious ; giggling; a cowlike coyness with 
the men. Angora wears a dark, tight-fitting dress that 
smacks of the past, a small, rather worn boa, an anti- 
quated hat that perches on the top of her hair and eye- 
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glasses over which she has a habit of peering. Her 
shoes are built for efficiency rather than effectiveness. 
Angora can be tight-lipped, severe, and most infantile. 


DIRECTIONS FOR STAGING 


The train and clock effects, prior to the curtain, may 
be secured as follows: 

For train, cover two small blocks of wood with sand- 
paper which can be rubbed together to give the effect 
of the train approaching the station. The effect of 
the brakes can be made by the property, man and is a 
semi-whistle between closed teeth. The sand-papered 
blocks are again used to indicate departure of the train. 
An ordinary sheet of tin and a padded stick will pro- 
duce the clock effect. 

There is no light off rear since it is night. Ordinary 
white foot lights, on full. If the two electric stand 
lamps are connected and actually lighted they will cut 
out any shadows at the rear of the stage. 

It is suggested that the scenery represent the com- 
mon oatmeal wall paper. For dressing the walls use a 
single tasteful picture right of rear door, a second left 
of rear door, a mirror below door on left, and a third 
picture below the door right. A few bright pillows 
on the davenport will add to the effect. If possible, 
there should be a light off right in what is assumed to 
be the bedroom and a light off left in what is supposed 
to be the dining room. 

This setting and stage dressing is suggested on the 
theory that a pleasing picture, when the curtain first 
rises, will have a valuable, effect on the success of the 
play and appreciably assist the performers. 

The play should hit a moderate rate of speed, with 
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the entrance of WILHELMINA, and maintain this to the 
end. Being in the natural of a satirical farce, it is im- 
portant that every effort be made to prevent its lagging. 


PROPERTIES 


FURNITURE 
Two (electric) stand lamps, practical 
One wicker flower box with imitation flowers 
One small table for radio set 
Radio set with ear-phones 
Davenport with bright colored pillows 
End table with books and book ends 
Book case and books 
Two chairs 


Hanp PROPERTIES 
Magazine for JANET and alarm clock 
Crossword puzzle book for WILHELMINA 
Pencil for WILHELMINA 
Cigarettes for Jim 
Vacuum cleaner contract for SYLVESTER 


SUBURBANISM 


THE CHARACTERS 
(As They Speak) 


JANET DooLiTTLE 
WILHELMINA 

James DooLiTtrLe 
Joan Lewis 

RoBERT HARPER 
SYLVESTER STICKNEY 
Ancora ELLIS 


Time: The Present 


ScenE: The Living Room of the Doolittle Home in 
Bloomfield, N. J. 


THE SettTinc: An average living room such as one 
finds in the home of the average person. There is 
a door, center rear, that opens on to a porch outside 
and so to the street. This is of no particular im- 
portance, since it 1s night and there are no street 
lights close by. There is a second door, up right, 
that leads to the Doolittle bed~oom for this ts a 
bungalow. There is a third door, well down on 
the left that leads to the dining room and so on to 
the kitchen. On the right of the rear door is a long, 
narrow wicker flower box filled with gay colored wmi- 
tation flowers. On the right of the box is an electric 
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bridge-stand-lamp with a tinted silk shade. On the 
left of the rear door is a stiff looking chair that serves 
as a catchall for hats, coats, etc., since the Doolittles 
are quite too modern for a coat rack and have no 
clothes closet handy. There is an arm chair down 
left and, below the door on the right, a radio set ona 
table. The Doolittles are very proud of this piéce-de- 
résistance. Well down center is a comfortable, up- 
holstered davenport loaded with gay colored pillows. 
A smoking table, with ash tray, etc., is backed up to 
the right end of the davenport. There is a chair in 
front of the radio table. The pictures, such as they 
are, represent the Doolittles’ taste which does not run 
to high art. They also match the Doolittle purse 
which does not spell high-priced motors. 


It is evening during the latter part of March of the 
present year. We hear the chug chug of the train 
pulling into the Watsessing Avenue station which ts 
several blocks distant. The scream of the brakes. 
Then a nasal brakeman announces .. . “Watshesh- 
ing Avener.”’ There is a short pause. Then the train 
starts off again and gradually dies out. A clock 
strikes seven times; seven, slow, dignified booms. 
The curtain is up with the last stroke and we see 
Janet DooxittLe. She is seated at the radio table, 
earphones on and we gather, from her actions, that 
she is listening to some music, a bit jazzy perhaps. 
JANET is a small little soul, dainty, pleasant to look 
at; a wife of perhaps a year or so. At the moment 
she has on “knickers” and a fetching sweater. All 
in all a delectable picture. She gives the dials on the 
set a cautious turn and then utters a squeal of delight. 


JANET (without turning from the radio set, calls) 
WiLHELMINA! Willie! Come in here. (WILHEL- 
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MINA enters through the door left. She is the Doo- 
hittles’ maid, a Swede, her face devoid of expression, 
her movements slow. At the moment, her arms are 
white with flour. She stops just inside of the 
door.) I’ve got Pittsburg! As clear as WEAF! 
Think of it! 


WILHELMINA (not at all impressed) 
Bane seven. Clock she say so. Pretty soon boss 
come home. He raise hell. 


JANET (removing the headphones) 
WILHELMINA! (Rises and faces the maid. JANET 
is quite indignant.) Mr. Doolittle is a gentleman. 


WILHELMINA (friendlily) 
Not when supper she ain’t ready. 


JANET (interrupts, with considerable dignity, crossing 
towards WILHELMINA as she speaks) 
I don’t care if he does. He bought the radio. (Ex- 
asperated by the blank expression on the maid’s face.) 
Do you realize that I have devoted three hours .. . 
three whole hours trying to tune in Pittsburg? And 
now that I have it... (WILHELMINA makes an 
eloquent gesture of hopelessness with her arms, and 
the flour flies on all sides.) Willie! You’re spray- 
ing yourself all over the room! 


WILHELMINA (patiently) 
Bane seven. Clock she say so. Pretty soon boss 
come home. (Determined not to be interrupted.) 
She bring company for dinner. 


JANET (aghast) 
You're right! I’d forgotten all about that. 
(Tries to collect her thoughts.) 
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WILHELMINA 
Too much Pittsburg. (Sighs dramatically. JANET 
walks slowly down right thinking things over.) 1 
bane there once. Met a handsome man named Stick- 
ney. He promised to marry me. I bought him wed- 
ding present. Never see him no more. (A very 
deep sigh.) Some town... Pittsburg! 


JANET (turning suddenly towards the maid) 
Willie! Don’t stand there like an idiot. (Crosses 
quickly towards WILHELMINA. It seems almost 
needless to say that the maid remains unmoved.) 
My husband is bringing home guests. GUESTS! 
A friend of his and the girl he’s to marry! 


WILHELMINA 

Too bad. (As she turns left and starts for the door.) 
Maybe she ain’t give him wedding present yet. 
(Exits door left. JANET stands, puggled as to what 
shall be her next move. Then she remembers her cos- 
tume, looks at it in horror, and starts up quickly, 
towards the door up right. As she passes the radio 
table, she glances at her watch and then at the radio. 
She remembers Pittsburg, gives a hasty glance left to 
be sure that the maid is out of the room, sits down, 
puts on the earphones, turns on the battery, gets 
Pittsburg again and gives a squeal of delight. There 
is a man’s home-coming whistle off rear. JANET’S 
body sways to the radio music. Jim DooLitTLe 
enters the rear door. J1m is a likable young chap 
in the real-estate business; just the husband you 
would expect JANET to select.) 


JANET (singing as Jim enters, tosses his hat on to the 
chair up left and comes down on left of the daven- 
port) 


“Three o’clock in the morning. . . .” 
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Jim (interrupting) 
My God! Don’t you even know what time it is? 
(He glares at JANET who has removed her ear 
phones and turned, beaming towards him.) 


JANET (delighted) 

Jimsey! It’s you. (Jim sits on the left arm of the 
davenport and glares front.) As sweet tempered as 
usual! (Then Janet remembers the expected 
guests. She looks towards the rear door. Gives a 
quick survey of the room. Delighted.) You darling! 
(Crossing towards Jim.) You haven’t brought those 
stupid friends of yours. 


Jim (warmly, facing his wife) 
They’re not stupid. They’re engaged. 


JANET (very superior) 
It’s the same thing, dearest. Well, I’m glad; what- 
ever they are. Now I won’t have to change my 
clothes. 


Jim (getting up. Faces JANET. He is growing more 
indignant by the second.) 
They'll be here any moment now. (JANET’S face 
drops.) They took the Tube. (Indicating her cos- 
tume.) You're a fine looking wife to greet a man’s 
guests; people whom he hopes to interest in buying 
a home in the suburbs. 
(Turns front a very much wronged husband.) 


JANET (facing front, takes out a tiny handkerchief) 
You don’t love me! (Utters a little squeal of despair. 
Jim, with a gesture of hopelessness, crosses down 
left.) You think I’m fading! 

(Another little moan and a dab at her eyes with the 
handkerchief.) 
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Jim (facing her; he is raging) 
Don’t be an idiot, Janet. (JANET once more vents 
her grief.) 1 haven’t said that you were fading. 


JANET (between sobs) 
No. But you think so. That’s why you poked me 
out in this little jay town. 


Jim (crossing towards JANET who is buried, as near 
as one can be, in her kerchief) 
It isn’t a jay town. And I can’t think. You don’t 
give mea chance to. (A wail from JANET.) Please 
stop that! Bob and Joan are due to arrive any 
second. I’ve sworn that suburban life spells perfec- 
tion. I’ve been singing the praises of our home life 
to them. (Desperate.) Do you think I want them 
to meet a Niagara in breeches? 
(Paces down left.) 


JANET (between sobs) 
I’ll tell them we’re happy. I'll s-swear we are! 
(Gives another wail more pronounced than those 
which have preceded it.) 


Jim (turning towards his wife) 

Janet! Please! Please don’t cry. It makes your 
nose red! (JANET glares at him. Crossing towards 
her.) There. That’s more like it. (Kisses her, 
although it does not seem to have the desired effect.) 
As a special favor .. . please hurry! 

(Takes her by the shoulders and heads her towards 
the room up right.) 


JANET (sighing) 
I’ve been doing that all day. (Jim watches her, arms 
folded, restraining himself with difficulty, as she 
moves, deliberately, up towards the door right.) I’ve 
been frightfully busy. You men have no idea what 
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it means to run a home. (Turns, radiant, back 
towards Jim.) Jimsey! I tuned in Pittsburg! 


Jim (firmly) 


Tune into some other clothes. 


JANET (sighing) 

All right. (Crossing up.) This certainly is a fine 
home-coming for me! 

(Exits door up right. Jim gives an expression of 
horror, consults his watch, crosses up to the rear 
door, opens it and looks out to see if his guests 
are coming. They are not in sight. He comes 
down on the right of the davenport and is about to 
take a cigarette from the stand when he sees the 
radio. He crosses quickly, sits down, puts on the ear 
phones and gives one dial a gingerly turn.) 


Jim 
Pittsburg ! 


Janet (cheerfully, off right) 
Jimsey, sweetheart. 


Jim 
Uhuh? 


JANET (off right) 
What word in four letters means happiness? 


Jim 
B-U-N-K ... bunk! 
(WiLHELMINA enters door left. She has a folded 
newspaper in her hand and is scratching her head 
with a pencil as she studies it.) 


JANET (off right) 
You’re a nasty beast! 
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WILHELMINA 
Mister Boss! (Louder, since Jim has not moved.) 
Hey, you! 


Jim (removing the ear phones and turning towards the 
maid ) 
What do you want? 


WILHELMINA (has stopped just to the left of the daven- 
port) 


Word by six letter. Him mean the same as... 


Jim (interrupts, jumping up, frantic) 

Don’t say it. (Crossing towards right end of daven- 
port.) You don’t seem to realize it but we’re having 
guests for dinner. Friends! People from New 
York! (The maid’s face is an absolute blank.) Do 
you think they want to eat cross word puzzles? 
(With considerable force.) Not by a damn sight! 
(Paces up on right.) 


WILHELMINA (placid) 
I bane say you raise hell! 


Jim (coming down right in a fine rage) 
I ought to. Dve called my home the last word in 
efficiency. Order. Nothing ever wrong! (Crosses 
to right end of davenport.) Get out in the kitchen 
and cook! 


WILHELMINA (with a broad grin) 
Bane treat me just like wife. 


Jim (almost beside himself) 
Get out of this room. (WiLHELMmrnNa has started to 
turn left on this command.) Wait a minute. (WIL- 
HELMINA looks over her shoulder.) You knew that 
we were going to have two guests for dinner, didn’t 
you? 
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WILHELMINA (stolidly) 
Three guest. 

Jim 
What’s that? 


WILHELMINA 
The Missus she ask Miss Ellis to come here. 


Jim (horrified) 
That gossiping old maid? (Collapses on to daven- 
port.) This will be an evening. 


WILHELMINA 
Yeah! (turns and crosses towards door left.) Look 
like some quiet evenin’ . . . maybe not. 


(Exits door left.) 


Jim (leaps to his feet) 

Janet! (Louder.) JANET! (Starts toward the 
door up right. Door bell off. He stops. Door bell 
more insistent. Savagely, crossing up on the right 
towards the door. Shouts.) You don’t need to run 
my battery down. Come in, Miss Angora Ellis! 
(Jim opens the door, which opens in and to the right, 
and, to is amazement, JOAN Lewis, with RoBERT 
(Bob) Harper at her heels, enters. J1M 1s speech- 
less.) 


Joan (to Jim. She comes down on the left of the 
davenport and she speaks. Box remains up.) 
I told Bob we'd be early. 
(Joan is a different type from JANET. A New York 
girl but not the “flapper” type. She is young, at- 
tractive and smartly dressed. Taller than JANET in 
order to get contrast. Box is your breezy, confident 
young New Yorker who feels at home anywhere and 
has a limitless fund of energy and enthusiasm.) 
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Bos (crossing down, on left, to Joan and taking her 
hat and coat) 
An’ I told Joan that “welcome” was your middle name 
no matter what time we landed. (Grins back at JIM.) 
Mr. Efficiency! 


Jim (having closed the door, on the previous speech, 
comes down right as Bow takes JOAN’s hat and coat 
up and throws them on chair up right, placing his 
own hat on top of them.) 

Bob’s right. (With forced enthusiasm.) Oh, yes! 
Bob’s always right. 


Bos (crossing to behind davenport. JOAN is examining 
the room with her eyes.) 
Same old duffer! Always there with a wallop. Mar- 
ried life hasn’t changed you. No, sir. (Looking 
about.) Lord, how I envy you! 


Jim (grimly) 
You wouldn’t ... not if you knew what I do. 
(Quickly, confused, to JOAN.) Have a chair! A 
davenport! Anything you want! (Joan sits on left 
end of davenport.) We'll have supper, one of these 
days, if we’re lucky! 


OAN 
I'd be happy to stay just like this. 


Jim (grimly) 
You may have to! 


Bog (leaning over back of davenport) 
Dog-gone it, Jamie, you’re still there. (Jim forces 
a grin. Looking about.) So this is home. 
(Rubs hands together approvingly.) 


Joan (smiling up at Jim who hasn’t yet regained his 
composure) 
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It’s charming! Adorable! I’m simply mad about it 
already. (Settling back with a contented sigh.) Vd 
like to move in to-morrow. 


Bog (beaming, to Jim) 

Get that? (Sighs happily.) Well, so far, I’m sold 
myself. (Crosses to just above the right end of the 
davenport. JOAN listens and approves of all he says.) 
I’ve always laughed at the suburbs. Coupled them 
up with musical comedy jokes. But this is the last 
word in peace and comfort. 

(There is the sound of crashing, splintering glass 
off left. Bos turns quickly left. Joan does the 
same. A sickly expression comes on J1m’s face.) 


Jim (as WILHELMINA appears at door left) 
Yes! Everything’s peace and comfort! 


WILHELMINA (to Jim who is frantically signaling her 
to get out. Joan and Bos are staring at her, fas- 
cinated.) 

Bane nothin’ to worry about. Just smash two cut- 
glass dish. (Jim mouths the order “Get out’ and she 
realizes what it means.) All right. (Over her 
shoulder to Bos and Joan.) I bane ready purty 
soon. 

(Exits door left.) 

Bogs 
Jim! (Turns towards Jim.) Was that... the 
wife? 

IM 
That dumb-looking thing? (Collapses into chair by 
radio table.) Oh, Bob! What have I ever done to 


you. 
Joan (to Bos) 


I’m surprised ! 
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Jim (to Joan) 
Surprised? I was stunned! 


Joan (smiling at Jim who is desperately unhappy and 


shows it) 
I’m sure that a man with a home like this . . . such 
a duck of a place ... has a wife who is perfect. 


The last word. 


Jim (grimly) 
She always has it. 
Bogs (quickly, to Jim) 
How’s that? 


Jim (hastily) 
Janet’s perfection. 


Joan (softly) 
Janet! (Jim nods. She turns front. Bos watches 
her adoringly.) I know just what she’s like. Dainty. 
Trim. Like a refreshing bit of Dresden. 


Janet (calls from off right) 
Jimsey, old sweetums! (Jim, rigid, rises from his 
chair.) I can’t find a darned thing that isn’t all 
rumpled! 


Jim (to Joan, with a sickly smile) 
There’s my bit of Dresden. (JANET, still wearing her 
“knickers,” enters door up right.) Trim is the word! 


JANET (seeing Bos) 

Oh! (Crossing down to JoAN as she speaks. Box 
goes to right of the smoking table. To Joan.) What 
you must think of me! (JoAN rises and JANET takes 
both of her hands.) It’s all Jimsey’s fault. He’s 
radio mad. He would keep on ’till we’d tuned in 
Pittsburg. 

(Joan laughs understandingly.) 
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Jim (to JANET) 
This is Bob Harper. 
(Bos moves down, hand extended, ready for the in- 
troduction.) 


JANET (without turning) 
Hello, Mr. Harper. (To Joan. Bos looks at her, 
at his hand, then shakes hands with himself. Jim 
is furious but tries to hide the fact.) I’m so glad 
you're here. (She and Joan sit on the davenport.) 
Wasn't the trip out simply awful? 


Jim (frantically) 
It’s shorter the second time. 
(Bos, puzzled, looks at Jim and then back to Joan 
and JANET.) 


JANET (fo Joan) 
Don’t you believe him. (Jim smothers a groan.) 
Married and in a town like this... . (Raises her 
eyes expressively.) You might as well be a thousand 
miles away from New York. 


JOAN 
It did seem a bit long. 

JANET 
It’s tragic. (Turns to Jim, beams at him.) Jimsey. 
Mr. Harper may be. . . . You know what I mean. 


Bos (brightens) 
I certainly am! Where do you keep it? 


Jim (lamely) 
I was planning to... . 

Janet (interrupting. Indicates door left.) 
It’s out in the sideboard. (Shakes her head to 
Joan.) You can see what the suburbs have done to 
Jim’s manners. 
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Bos (slipping his arm through Jim’s and leading him 
towards door left) 
Nothing like making up for lost time, old man. This 
is some life you lead here. 


Jim (keeping a baleful eye on JANET who is beaming 
at him. Jim would rather remain in the room and 
forestall other breaks.) 

I'll say it is. 
(Bos and Jim exit door left.) 

JANET (settling back) 

Now we can talk! What do you think of suburban 
life? 

Joan 
Well, so far... 


JANET (interrupting) 
I know what you’re thinking. Don’t mind Jimsey 
and me. We’re just old married folks. 


Joan (a bit startled) 
You mean that married life is... is always like 
you and Mr. Doolittle? 


JANET 
When it’s not worse. (Joan is a trifle disconcerted 
by this information.) But you won’t mind it. 
(Smiles in a friendly fashion.) Like eating olives or 
taking a cold tub, Are you going to buy a house 
out here? 


Joan (rather up in the air) 
I... we don’t know... just yet. It was your 
husband’s idea. 


JANET (smiles) 
Jimsey’s great on ideas. They don’t always work 
out. (Quickly, not realizing that JoaN is beginning 
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to have her doubts about things.) Still that’s no more 
than any wife might say about any husband. 


Joan 


JANET (confidentially) 
Husbands, the world over, are like any other wild 
animal. They growl, make a big fuss before the 
crowd. Dominate poor little wives. (With the air 
of one who knows.) Feed ’em and pretend that you 
think they are perfect. (With a little sigh.) That 
gets them. 


Joan (rather resenting JANET’s cataloging of hus- 
bands) : 
I’ve always thought a husband a rather nice person 
to have around. 


JANET (eyes raised upward) 

Wait until you’ve been married as long as I’ve been. 
(Rises and tiptoes towards door left. JoAN meves 
right on davenport. JANET cautiously opens the door. 
There is a burst of men’s hearty laughter off left. 
She closes the door. Crossing back to davenport.) 
We're perfectly safe. They are telling stories! (Sits 
on davenport.) 


Joan (trying to be courteous) 
It... it’s nice out here isn’t it? 


JANET (without enthusiasm) 
Oh, it’s nice enough. (Tragic. Leans towards 
Joan.) But when the neighbors come in. And the 
loud speaker’s on. And you know that your hus- 
band wants breakfast before the seven-thirty in the 
morning. ... (Grimly.) We pay for being nice, 
my dear! 
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Joan (trying to be brave) 
It isn’t all sunshine, is it? (Looks front, wistfully.) 
Your husband pictured a home... (Softly. Joan 
is, after all, in the romantic period.) ...a “dove- 
cote” he called it . . . with flowers, and peace, and 
contentment. He made me see it. 


JANET 
He’s a real-estate agent. (Quickly as Joan, startled, 
looks towards her.) But don’t let me influence you. 
You might get to love it... in time! 


Joan (rising, disturbed) 

You don’t mean what you’re saying. (JANET sighs, 
and shakes her head wisely as JOAN crosses down 
right.) You can’t. You’re just trying me out. I 
looked at the houses as we walked from the trolley. 
They were like doll’s houses. Different. Every one 
different. I loved them. So must their owners. 
They must! 


JANET (rising) 
See what they do when you offer to buy one. (Crosses 
down to JOAN.) You’re a woman and I’m a woman. 
That’s why I’m honest with you. 


Joan (crossing left, still a bit put out) 
Then why did you come out here? 


JANET (looking towards JoAN) 
For the same thing you think you want. To get 
away from the noise, the rush and the clamor of 
the big city. Peace and quiet! That was what I 
was after. (Grimly.) I’ve got it! 
(There ts a tremendous thumping at the rear door.) 
Joan (frightened) 
What’s that? 
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JANET 
The quiet I came out to find. (Crossing up towards 
the rear door.) It sounds like a neighbor . . . after 
something. 


(JANET opens the rear door and SYLVESTER STICK- 
NEY breezes in, STICKNEY is “from Newark.” A 
breezy, rather overdressed ‘young vacuum-cleaner 
salesman. He is over-affable, verbose, sure of him- 
self, familiar, and businesslike by rapid flashes. 
Suburbs are flooded with STICKNEYS.) 


SYLVESTER (as he enters) 

Good evening. (Looks from Joan, who is dazed, to 
JANET, who is trying to place him.) Hope I’m not 
interfering with the routine of the cozy little home. 
Ah! Ican see that ’m not. (Places his hat on back 
of davenport. Then he sees that JANET ts holding 
the door open. He removes her hand from the door, 
closes the door and taps her hand reprovingly.) 
Naughty! Naughty! Can’t expect to heat all of the 
outdoors! (Coming down on left of davenport, to 
Joan who is aghast. JANET comes down on right of 
the davenport.) Economy! That’s my battle-cry. 
(Crossing to center. To Janet.) The husband at 
home? 

(It must be borne in mind that, when he speaks, 
STICKNEY rattles on at a fearful rate.) 


JANET (gasping) 
Who are you? 

SYLVESTER 
Can you beat that! (To Joan.) Asks me to blow 
out any old time and then doesn’t know who I am. 


JANET (desperate) 
What do you want? 
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SYLVESTER (turns, smuling, to JANET) 
Ah! Now we come to the milk in the cocoanut. I 
dropped in here last week. Vacuums. That’s my line. 


JANET (relieved) 
Oh! 
(Joan sinks to the chair left center.) 


SYLVESTER (briskly) 
You said that you couldn’t buy one until you’d talked 
it over with friend husband. A possible client, says 
I to myself. I'll bob out some evening ... meet 
Mr. Spouse ... and have a nice threesome a la 
“Never Say Die.” (Turns to Joan.) A neighbor, 
perhaps? 


Joan (startled, shaking head) 
No! Not yet! 


SYLVESTER 

Better had be! Own your own home. One dollar 
down and the rest on the catch-as-catch-can plan. 
The great open spaces. No more quarter meters. 
Every man his own fireman. Great stuff! (Coughs 
dryly.) If you like it! (To Janet, rubbing his 
hands in a “professional” fashion.) Well... we 
may as well get down to business. 


JANET (moaning) 
You just had to come out to-night . . . didn’t you! 


SYLVESTER (cheerfully) 
That’s me! (Crosses a step or two towards the hor- 
rifled JoAN. To Joan.) Felt the urge! Couldn’t 
resist it! (To JANET.) When little Sylvester Stick- 
ney hears the call of duty... . (As he says this, 
Bos enters door left. He sees SYLVESTER and stops 
just right of Joan, who has risen quickly with his 
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entrance. SYLVESTER stops, turns and seizes Bop by 
the hand. Rings it warmly.) Well, well, well! 
Daniel walks right into the lion’s den. This is a 
pleasure. Vacuum cleaners is my line. No home 
complete without one. And no vacuum complete un- 
less it’s the “Never Say Die.” (Beams at Bos.) I 
presume you’ve heard all about me from your wife. 


Bos 


I haven’t any wife. (Crosses to extreme right.) 


SYLVESTER (following Bos a step or so) 
What is the matter with you? 
(Jim enters door left.) 


Jim 
What’s this? 


SYLVESTER 
He comes! I can tell ’em. (Turns to Jim.) My 
name is Stickney. Sylvester Stickney. Here with a 
mission. To save your wife from the backache, Blue 
Monday, Green Thursday, chills, old age... . Can 
you beat that? 


Jim (JANET collapses onto the right end of the daven- 
port. To SYLVESTER.) 
What the devil are you doing here? 


SYLVESTER 
Now we hit it! (During the balance of the speech, 
which he rattles off rapidly, the others stare at him 
in amazement.) What right have you to expect your 
wife to beat rugs, sweep carpets, get down on her 
knees with a dust pan; court pain, suffering, Heaven 
knows what; when you can wipe them all off the 
family slate with five bucks down and five bucks 
each and every month, (Looks around and spots 
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the rug in front of the davenport. During the tllus- 
tration, he has no vacuum but pantomimes as tf he 
had one in operation.) Ah! A dusty rug! Bzzz! 
Hummm! It’s as clean as a hound’s tooth! (Points 
to corner up right.) A cobwebbed corner. Out of 
reach? No, sir. The special attachment. Press the 
button. Whirr! J¢’s all gone! (With a sweeping 
gesture.) Beds! Pillows! Wall paper! Hangings! 
Your finest linens! Nothing is made that can resist 
it. The irresistible, non-implacable, sure as lightning 
vacuum process. (Triumphantly.) The Never Say 
Die! (Whips a contract out of his pocket and holds 
it towards Jim.) Sign on the dotted line! 


Jim (savagely) 
Get out of this house! 
SYLVESTER (surprised) 
Get what? 


Jim 


Get out before I throw you out. 


SYLVESTER (pained, to Jim) 
Didn’t you hear what I said? 


JANET (to SYLVESTER. WILHELMINA enters door left.) 
Didn’t you hear what he said? 


Jim (to SyLvesTER. WILHELMINA ts rubbing her eyes 
and staring at the dazed salesman.) 
Get out! 


WILHELMINA (arms outstretched towards SYLVESTER) 
My man from Pittsburg. 
(All look towards her.) 


STICKNEY (in horror) 
YOU! 
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‘WILHELMINA 
I bane wait for you. 


STICKNEY 
You! Pittsburg! GOOD NIGHT! 
(Seizes hat and dashes out of rear door.) 


WILHELMINA (wildly) 
My Pittsburg man. I bane give him wedding present! 


Jim (to WILHELMINA) 
Get out in the kitchen. Get dinner. Move! 


WILHELMINA (her old self again) 
All right. (Crossing towards door left.) Ill get 
supper . .. sometime . . . maybe. 
(Exits door left.) 


Joan (weakly) 
Are there many men ... like him... out here? 


Jim 
I should say not! But wherever you go they seem 
to find you. 


Bogs (with deep meaning) 
I wouldn’t advise him to look me up. 


Joan 
He kept on going just like an alarm clock. (To 


Bos.) You know how I hate them. 


JANET 
A year in the suburbs and you'll call them music! 


Jim (curtly) 
Janet! You know that I never use an alarm clock. 
I loathe them. As Joan does. 
(Alarm clock goes off, off right. J1m’s face drops. 
Bos turns and looks questioningly at JIM.) 
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JANET (fo JoANn) 
We set it for seven this morning. (Rises, crossing 
up towards door right. JoAN rises and follows after 
her.) Come onin. We'll strangle the clock and Pil 
show you some dresses. I really have some. 
(Exits door right. A moment later the alarm clock 
is turned off.) 

Joan (to Jim) 
And you loathe alarm clocks. 
(Exits door right.) 


Jim (crossing and sinking on to the davenport) 
There can’t be any more, old man. That’s the final 
touch. 


Bos (crossing to right end of davenport. His manner 
indicates that he is going to have the thing out now 
for good and all.) 

See here, Jim Doolittle. Have you been lying to me? 


Jim (miserable) 
Not that I know of. 


Boz 
We're old friends. Have been for years. Can I be 
honest ? 


Jim 
I hope so. 


Bos 
You got me all keyed up with this suburban idea. I 
repeated what you said to Joan. She believes that a 
home, in the outskirts, is next door to Paradise. We 
came out here to find it. 


Jim 
You don’t think I arranged the alarm clock and that 
human enigma ... do you? 
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Bos (firmly) 
They were here! If they happened to-night, they 
might happen almost any night. 


Jim (utterly miserable) 
T’ve never seen anything like it before. Never! 


Bos 
That’s what they all say! I’m a New York man. 
Born there. Lived there all my life. Considered it 
God’s footstool until you started to talk. Then I 
listened to your song about cottages with ivy... . 


Jim (interrupting) 
Not ivy. That’s poison, Bob. Ramblers! 


Bogs 
Whatever it was, I listened! Joan’s going to be my 
wife. My job is to make her happy. We're looking 
for peace and contentment. (Quickly as Jim starts 
to speak.) Let me finish. 


Jim (resigned) 
All right. 

Bos 
I’m a human being, but I know my limits. (Pause.) 
Is there anything more? 


Jim (looking up) 
Nothing, old man. You’ve seen the thing that doesn’t 
happen here once in a lifetime. (Rises.) The flood 
is over. There’s nothing else left. 
(Door bell off. The expression on J1m’s face be- 
comes one of horror. Box is worried. Door bell 
again.) 

JANET (off right) 
There’s the door bell, Jimsey. 
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Jim (low, savage) 
Angora Ellis! 


Bos (solicitous) 
What is it, Jim? A collector? 


Jim 

I wish that it was. (Crosses quickly up to righi of 
rear door. Bos crosses down left and faces up. 
Door bell violently.) Prepare for the worst. Here 
comes the deluge! 

(Jim opens the door and Ancora ELLIs, very in- 
dignant at the delay enters and glares at him. 
ANncorA is an old maid. The malicious, sancti- 
monious type.) 


Ancora (to Jim as he closes the door) 
Did you expect me to stand out there all of the eve- 
ning? (Flounces down on right of davenport, Jim 
backing down right ahead of her. Turns and sees 
Boz. Titters.) Goodness! A stranger. 


Jim 
My friend, Mr. Harper; from New York. (To 
Bos.) Bob! (Indicating Ancora.) The deluge! 


Ancora (sharply) 
The deluge! 


Jim (rather too sweetly) 
Our beloved neighbor . . . Miss Angora Ellis. 


ANcorA (coldly to Jim) 
I wish you meant it. (Turns, smiling, to Bos. 
Crosses until she is in front of the davenport. To 
Bos.) Thinking of living out here, Mr. Harper? 


Bos (cautiously) 
I have been, 
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ANGORA 
Ive lived here for seventeen years. (Indicates that 
Bos is to share the davenport with her.) I think I 
may call myself a typical citizen. (Turns, severely, 
to Jim as Bos gingerly sits on extreme left of daven- 
port.) Isn’t that so, Mr. Doolittle? 


Jim 
You are my guest, Miss Ellis, 
(Jim sits by radio.) 


ANGORA (suspicious) 

That doesn’t sound just right to me. However. 
(turning with a smile to Bos.) I can give you some 
sound advice, my friend. You know what these 
small towns are. 

(Jim, in despair, puts his elbows on the radio table 
and Mus hands at his ears to shut out ANGora’s 
words.) 


Bos (cautiously) 
I’m beginning to get a vague idea. 


Jim (turns) 
Bob’s crazy about the place. 


ANcorA (tight-lipped, to Jim) 

He must be to come here! (Jim’s hands go over 
his ears again. Turns, smiling, to Bos. Moves a 
little closer to him. Bos also shifts left.) Not but 
what I like it. Oh, dear me, no. Don’t misunder- 
stand me. I’ve learned how to live. I mind my own 
business. 

(Jim groans and AncorA darts a malicious glance in 
his direction.) 


Bos (to ANGORA) 
Would you mind explaining what’s wrong out here? 
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(Ancora turns back to him.) It seems all right 
. on the surface. 


ANGorRA (promptly) 
So does a quince! (Pauses for an instant.) Gossip- 
ing! Back-biting. Petty jealousies! (Holds up her 
hands in horror.) You don’t know what it means. 


Bos 
I can hardly believe all that. 


ANGORA 

Take my word for it. I know! (Slides a little 
nearer to Bos who makes a desperate, and fruitless 
effort to move further left. Very confidential.) 
There’s my neighbors. The Waltons. Dear! Dear! 
To my personal knowledge, they haven’t paid their 
wash woman in seven weeks ... and Mr. Walton 
rides about in a Ford as tf he had millions! 


Bos 
We find that sort of thing in the city, Miss Ellis. 


ANGORA 
Not as we find it here. (Jim groans. Turns to 
Jim. Severely.) Catnip and mustard is good for 
your trouble. (Back to Boz.) Mrs. Jarvis. . 
She’s little more than a bride . . . had a man in her 
house the other day. 


Jim (warmly) 
It wasn’t a man. It was a gas inspector! 


ANcorA (to Jim) 
That’s what she said. (Jim stares, furious, to the 
front. To Bos.) I could tell you so many other 
things. 
Bos 
I imagine you could. 
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ANGORA (beams at Bos. Taps him playfully on the 
knee.) 
Nice man, Mr. Harper. I felt that you were. . 
from the first. (Looks towards Jim.) I can’t see 
how you picked such a friend! (Jim, unable to 
restrain himself, rises and paces up on right. To 
Bos.) I try to think well of my sisters and brothers. 


30B (dryly) 
I’ve gathered as much. 


ANGORA 
A smile. A deaf ear to evil. No spoken malice. 
(Smiles.) You understand me. 


30B (with deep meaning) 
Perfectly. 


\NGoRA (delighted) 
Nice man. A very nice man. 


IM (coming down on right) 

Miss Ellis. (Ancora turns belligerently towards 
him.) Mr. Harper may want to pick a suburban 
home. Out here. 


\NGORA (to JIM) 

I hope that he doesn’t select one of yours. They all 
leak!’ (Jim, beyond help, sinks into chair by radio 
table and buries his face in his hands. To Bos.) 
Are you married? 


OB 

Engaged! 

NGORA (sighs) 

That blissful state between dreams and reality. 

(Sighs even more dramatically than before. Bos 

sighs and Jim groans with her. Rises quickly.) 
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Dear me! I’m forgetting what I came over about. — 
(To Jim who has risen fearfully. Bos has also 
risen.) I can’t stay for dinner! 


Jim 
I’m so sorry. 


Ancora (crisply) 
You’re not! You’re delighted. If you had your way, 
I’d never step inside of this house. (Turns and 
smiles at Bos.) I believe in frankness. 


Bos 
You exercise it. 


Ancora (a little titter) 
Nice man! A very, very nice man. (Turns right.) 
I can’t stay any longer. (Curtly as Jim starts quickly 
for rear door.) You don't need to break your neck! 
(To Bos.) Hope to know you better. 


Bos 
Strange things do happen. 


Ancora (looking towards Jim) 
They certainly do! (Flounces up to rear door, Jim 
following close behind her. To Jim.) Is your wife 
home ... by way of a change? 


Jim 


Very much so. 


ANGORA 
You can tell her what I said about dinner. I’m going 
to the Thursday evening knitting circle. (To Bos.) 
You'd love it! 


Bos 
I never knit. 


28 


SUBURBANISM 


_ ANGORA 
Neither do we! (To Jim.) Is your wife still wear- 
those awful men’s trousers? 


Jim (with warmth) 
Yes. And I like ’em. 


ANGORA (with withering sarcasm) 
You naturally would. (To Bos. Smiling all over.) 
Hope you find a nice place. If you do, hunt me up. 
(Waves coquettishly at him.) I know you'd adore 
it! 
(Exits rear door.) 


Jim 
I'll see she gets home. She might change her mind 
and come back. 


Bos (as Jim exits rear door) 

God forbid! 

(Bos stands for a moment. Then he tiptoes up to 
rear door and looks off. Closes the door and comes 
down again on left of the davenport. Gets an in- 
spiration. Takes out his watch and looks at it. Puts 
it back and feverishly examines a time-table. Finds 
what he wants and puts the folder back in his pocket.) 


Bog (calls) 
Joan, dear. 


Joan (off right) 
Yes, dear? 


Boz 
Mind coming out here? 


JANET (off right) 
She’s looking at dresses. 
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I won’t take but a minute. (As JoAN enters door 


right and comes down to him.) Peace and content- 
ment! Good Lord! 


Joan (tragic) 
Isn’t it awful? 


Bos 
Awful? (Grimly.) You didn’t see what just went 
out of here. 


Joan 
I couldn’t stand it. I’d go mad. 


Bos 
I’m mad already! (Grins.) I guess that we’re hard 
boiled city folks. 


Joan 
Oh, Bob! Ihope so. (Bos starts up for her hat and 
coat.) What are you going to do? 


Bog 
We're going home! 


Joan (startled) 
We can’t do that. 


Boxs (firmly) 
Oh, yes we can. (Places her hat on left end of 
davenport.) The best thing about this town is the 
trolley that leads to the tube. . . . And that leads to 
New York! 
(Gets her coat and brings it down on her left.) 


Joan (rather frightened at the idea of leaving) 


But Mrs. Doolittle has arranged dinner for us. 
Home-cooked food, dear. 
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Did you see the cook? (Joan nods. He holds out 
her coat.) Put on your coat! 


FoAN (getting into her coat) 
I don’t know what they’ll think. And Mrs. Doolittle 
really 1s sweet when you understand her. (Tragic- 
ally.) ll never dare come out again. 


Bos (firmly) 

I never want to. I’ve met Miss Ellis. 

(Starts up for his coat. As he does, JANET enters 
door right.) 


Janet (as she enters and comes down towards Joan) 

You lingering love birds! (Looks from one to the 
other.) What’s happened? (JoAN is uneasy, Bos 
determined.) Where’s Jimsey? 


Bos 
He’s taking the deluge home. 


JANET (puzzled) 
The deluge? 


Bog 
Miss Angora Ellis. 


JANET (to Joan) 
Oh. But why have you put on your hat and coat? 


Joan (uneasy) 
We've got to go. 
JANET (surprised) 
Go? 
JOAN 
Yes. Bob remembered something that he ought not 
to have forgotten. 
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Bos (to JANET) 
Stupid of me. I ought to have realized it before we 
came out here. 


JANET 
But you'll wait for Jimsey. 

Bos 
I don’t think we’d better. (Jt suddenly dawns on 
Janet what is back of all this. She turns quickly 
down right, hurt.) Im sure that you understand. 


Janet (her voice is low and she doesn’t look at them) 
Yes. I think that I do. 
(Box crosses up to the rear door.) 


Joan (she really likes JANET, after all. She crosses 
down towards her.) 
Your home is darling. 


JANET (without looking at Joan, dull) 
Thanks. 


Joan (very genuine) 
I’m terribly sorry. Really. 


JANET (without turning) 
So am I, 


Bos (briskly) 
We'd better be moving. 


JANET 

Yes. Don’t miss your trolley. They only run every 
two minutes at night. 

(Joan looks at JANET for a moment. She really 
would like to take her in her arms. But she realizes 
the impossibility of such a thing. Turns and exits 
rear door quickly. Bos follows after her. JANET 
stands motionless for a moment. She brushes a 
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hand before her eyes, as if to wipe away an un- 
pleasant dream. A broken little sigh. Her hands 
drop to her sides, WILHELMINA enters door left.) 


WILHELMINA 
Bane purty late. 


JANET 
There won’t be any dinner. (With an effort at com- 
posure.) There won’t be .. . anything. 


WILHELMINA (amazed) 
Nothing? 

JANET 
Just Mr. Doolittle and myself. 


WILHELMINA (warmly) 

Bane damn good enough. (Turns left and, as she 
moves towards the door, we see her showing a 
semblance of real speed for the first time.) City 
folks ain't no good! (Exits door left. JANET turns 
quickly in the direction that the maid has taken. 
Then front. Her lips move, fashioning the last words 
that the maid has spoken. Her face gradually bright- 
ens as she catches the meaning behind them. She 
throws back her head and laughs. Then, humming 
a little tune, she crosses to the radio, fixes the ear 
phones in place and turns on the battery. There ts 
a whistle, Jim’s call, off rear, but JANET doesn’t 
move. Short pause. Jim enters rear door.) 


Jim (as he enters and comes down on left) 
Well, I got rid of her. (Stops, looks around. To 
Janet who is removing her ear phones.) Where’s 
every one? 


JANET (rising and crossing to the davenport, gently) 


They’re gone, dear. 
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Jim (dazed) 
Gone? 


JANET (sits on davenport) 
Back to the city. A sudden engagement. 


Jim (crestfallen, crossing right) 
Tesee, 


Janet (reaching for a magazine, wistfully. She 1. 
sorry to see her JiMsEY suffer.) 
Willie ought to have supper ready . . . within the 
next hour or so. 


Jim (without interest) 

That’s good! 

(JANET looks at Jim and shakes her head. She trie: 
to read the magazine, but 1t cannot be done. JIM 
stands for a moment. Then he turns up on right 
His eyes rest on the radio. He crosses thoughtfully 
towards it and sits down. Still pondering over wha. 
has happened he puts on the ear phones and give: 
the dial a turn. JANET watches him, smiling wist. 
fully. Heis her man. He suddenly straightens anc 
listens intently for a. moment.) 


Jim (excited) 
Janet. 


JANET 
Yes, Jimsey? 


Jim 
Pittsburg’s on here. 


JANET (rising gently) 
I know, dear. (Jim ts swaying, slightly, to the rhythn 
of the music. JANET crosses and stands behind hi. 
chair for a moment. Presses her cheek against hi. 
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hair. Jim realizes this, takes off the ear phones, 
reaches up and strokes her cheek affectionately.) 
Feel badly about their going, Jimsey? 

Jim 
I’m sort of glad. 


(Sighs.) City folks stir up the 
country awfully! 
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